VALLEYS OF THE MUSHROOM 


(poe ms) 


- by Brian Edwards 



1 


Hew saints 

of the liberated mind 
living in starlight 


valleys of the mushroom 
r a di a ti ng 

nebula queens 
sove reign 

good night 
Amsterdam 


tomorrow 
the Equinox 
nears 


*** 
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2 


Each day 

we wake up 
in the morning 

to discover 
more and more 
that our leader 
is a spy 

hypnotic fax machines 

Meatrix tentacles 

re achi ng 

the Capitol dome 

Afternoon Sun of Paraguay 

I will not reach for 

the Cutty Sark 

it has broken me in the past 

before the politicians 

re ve ale d 

reptilian eyes 
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3 . 


S ti ng 

of digital media outlet 

fake news 
unre pe ntant 

stitched 
with wiring 


bee rhalls 
sli ci ng 

the Ottoman map 
with switchblades 

soulless 

soulless 

commanded by 

former KGrB blackmailers 

more than just 
a little booze here 
it is telegraphed 


petroleum popsicles 
melted to extinction 
in desert 

of crude oil lakes 
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4 


Animal trapper sadist 
de Sade 
in Dixie 

or in mountainous 
fief dom 
of diesel 
and yearning 
for angel presence 

set traps instead 

for the mirror's reflection 

go out and repent atrocity 

lash flesh 

he a flagellant 

you and your steel vanity 

you and your media 
fall from grace 

trophy hunter 
outraging Scotland 

a dime hag 
of hloodlust 

you are Bathory's 
soul twin 
dream opiated 


*** 
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5 


Semiotic 

Semiotic 

with beings 

from the electronic 

breakthrough 

ancient radio towers 
like star-gates 
to constellation gardens 

tape reels 
on them voices 
une xplaine d 

speaking to us 
f ragme nts 


re ality 

Pi 

e rce d 


an audio 

upheaval 

li ste ni n 

g 



li ste ni n 

g 



down int 

0 

dee p 

layers 

of dimen 

si 

onal 

obscurity 
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6 


The petroleum cloud 
ri se s 
ri se s 

like gaseous 
human sacrifice 

vectors towards 
a darkened Sun 

digital capital's 
ideology of fumes 

gasoline 

poured into 

the asphalt chalice 

larco moon dance 
bullet casings 
scattered 
as so much 
is left scattered 
in dust 


*** 
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7 


Turbo-capital 
digital 
mi me ograph 

barbed-wire valleys 
solar temples 
of beer cans 


a choreographed 
smoke plume 
ve nomous 


*** 
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8 


Undiscovered life forms 
in our radio static 

yet collectively 
we do not believe 

e nti tie s 
broadcasting 
subliminal 

each of us 
a theater puppet 
pe rhaps 

clandestine whispers 
from an unimagined 
mysterious ether 


*** 
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9 


shadows 
through 
w ai ti ng 


stalking 
your years 
i n vi si hie 


someday 
a night 

that may he your last 
quiet one 


audio graffiti 
telling you 
no more normal life 

serrated voices 
cutting memories away 
glass bottles 
of phantom laudanum 
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10 


Diesel can oasis 
rusted steel wire 

jagged 

nothing divine 
reflected 

stone cold 
ideology 

ringed with thorns 

touching 
scorpion stinger 
under Aztec 
panthe on 


*** 
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Moonlight flowing 

aquifer 

to the villas 


dreams drifting away 
like reeds 
upon the sea 


isles 

where pines 
re veal 
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12 


Hourglass 
vodka mind 
tormented 


snake-like 
stree tlight 
oracle 
whispe ri ng 
through radio 


dancing minions 
drunk 

on visions in flames 
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13 . 


Samurai swords 
and vines 
growing up 
tomb walls 

echoes through 

the abandoned tunnel 


shadows killed 
with flashlights 


*** 
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14 


Turbo-Capitalism 
li ke 
an 

electrified pendulumn 


lowe r 
lowe r 

stockbroker Inquisition 

and I 
on 

floor 

straw strewn about 
rats my companions 
auto-de-fa 
capitol 

digitized finance 

faith in the numeric wealth 

the psy-war sound 
of the pendulumn swing 


*** 
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15 


We 

ere ate 


a 

new oce 

an 

of 

di gi ta 

.1 

we 

create 


a 

new oce 

an 

of 

radi o 


we 

create 


a 

new oce 

an 

of 

whi te 

noi se 

we 

create 


a 

new oce 

an 

of 

harp music 

we 

shall 

conceive 

of 

things 

5 

qu 

antum 


li 

ne our 

pe ri me te r 

wi 

th ti n 

cans 

we 

shall 

re ve re 

the shark 

: tooth 
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16 


Piddles 
wi ne 

midnight visions 
of Orpheus 
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17 


Minotaurs 
walking down 
the city streets 


only 

foe 

3 1 S 

honk 

at 

them 

the y 

hu: 

rl 

se ve re d 

heads 

towards 

the stars 


this 

i s 

a new age 

wi th 

ne 

w sage 

to 

he 

burned 

mo: 

at 

of 

us 

tUi 

ae 

i n 


to 

he 

ar 

Me dusa 

on 

the : 

radio 

trying 


to 

lure 

us in 

to 

a 

stoney end 


*** 
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18 


We probably 

won’t awaken in time 

the seas 
will devour 
our factories 

wi n d s 

will lash us 
siniste r 

we probably 
won’t awaken in time 
far too complacent 
on the scaffold 


*** 
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19 


Cobras 

hypnotizing us 
to our doom 

lost in a desert 
of many reflections 

immaculate mirages 
call to the voids 
within us 
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20 


Picket fences 
in Trans yi vani a 

toaster machines 
abandoning us 

will our serenades 
ever reach Pollux ? 

ti n 
ti n 
ti n 

adobes of tin 

the Appian Way 
is far away 

tomorrow's twilight 
se re ne 
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21 


Astral planet 


the y 

spo 

ke 

ahc 

lUt 



audi o 

ri 

pple s 




of fa 

te 






prope 

lie 

rs 

spe 

aki 

ng 


what 

doe 

s 

the 

voi 

ce 

say? 

what 

doe 

s 

the 

voi 

ce 

say? 


alone 
then told 

you hallucinate everything 


*** 
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22 


Transistor 
li ghte ni ng 


radios 

the oppression 


at 

re mote 
de se r t 
spot 

e piphany 

f ue le d 

hy 

e xalting 
de si re 

horizons 
dimme d 
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Pills 
to erase 
centuries 
within us 

there we may find 
silent figureheads 

nothing 
spoke n 
for us 

we serve 
our sentences 

day and night 
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24 


Islands 

of plastic refuse 
rays 

of the Pharaoh's Sun 

Artemis statue 
spe aki ng 
unde r 

peyote trance 
ki ngs 

and kingdoms 
ri se 

and wither 
like thorns 
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25 


atoms 

all around us 
atoms 

from the stars 
atoms 

of everything 

atoms 

of the bars 
liquor stores 
streets 

at night 

the flowing 
neon radiance 

we want 
te mporary 
escape 


*** 
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26 


We 

wi 11 

run 

to 

the pier 

then we 

will sail 

to 

your 

island 

we 

wi 11 

go 

to 

your 

Ionic palace 

we 

wi 11 

wire in 

li 

ght fixtures 

we 

wi 11 


gr 

ound 

fault 

i n 

dicate 

ou 

r hor 

oscope s 


we shall set 
our spyglass upon 
the pantheism 
of the city 

we will observe 
from a distance 
intoxicate d 


we will probably 
never learn 
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27 


The politician 
wanted something 
hut couldn't get it 

now 

dreams evade 
us all 

a fine time 
solar time 

before the scorching 


*** 
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